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be back soon. Meanwhile, Is there somewhere where I could sit
down ? Standing on that bicycle hurts my foot."
She was of medium height, very fair, with abnormally large
;blue eyes, a straight nose and a wide, foil-lipped mouth. It was
impossible not to be Impressed with those eyes of hers. They were
so honest, so alive, so eager to catch and respond to laughter or
seriousness, to match with whatever was uppermost In the feelings
of those surrounding her. They gave her a vitality which was Infec-
tious. One felt keener, more Intense, just by looking at her, working
to give her those cues she was looking for to see the Immediate
glowing response that came from her. I came to know later that
the eyes were a deception, that their responsiveness was not so
absolute as it seemed, that they were playing a part, they were a
lure. But in my room at the Confiscation Commission, when I
first had the chance to look at her, 1 was aware of nothing but those
extraordinarily large eyes searching my face so earnestly to see
how I was going to take her joke, how I was going to respond
to her.
I gave her my chair (they were not supplied for visitors to most
Soviet offices in those days) and tried to accommodate myself to
the unaccustomed sight of somebody who could laugh so freely and
spontaneously under the conditions of the Soviet regime.
"Tell me," I asked nervously, "who is this Comrade Morosova
and what does she want? Why did she ran away like that and
where has she gone ?5)
She laughed gaily.
"Oh, she's always like that. She doesn't mean it. You don't
need to worry about her. She's gone to bring Andreyva to see you,
I expect, to talk to you about the new art. But she's nice, Andreyva.
You'll like her. She wants bicycles. We came to get them."
"But who/' I asked^ "Is Andreyva ?"
"Don't you know ? She's the Commissar for the Theatres. We're
helping her. Morosova paints scenery and I act. Would you like
to act ? I think you could. You're awfully good-looking."
I ignored this and asked what the Commissar of the Theatres
wanted with bicycles.
"To go about on, of course. We've a fearful lot of work to do
and we go everywhere. Do say you can give us them, just a few,
It's terribly important.35
I fenced a little with some sentences about the urgent work for
which all kinds of transport were desperately needed and threw a
flavour of heavy Marx into them.
She became very serious.
"Oh, I quite agree. But Andreyva says there is nothing more